MORNING

Sir Frederic's huge shoulders were leaning over the balus-
trade above.

" Is that you, Radcliffe ? Take these telegrams to be
encyphered, and bring me my stuff from the Bag as soon
as Amberley has sorted it out"

The Third Secretary ran up the marble stairs with
much more energy than usual. He was running away
from the impulse to smash his life like a plate on the marble
floor of the hall.

" Ah, Hunter, is that you ? " Sir Frederic looked over
to say to the Messenger who had come out from the
Chancery. " Had a good journey? Capital! Well, I
mustn't stay talking now. Lady Ovenden expects you
to lunch at half-past one. You shall give me all your
news then."

The Minister retired to his study. Arthur went into
the Chancery to collect his letters and despatches.
Georgie, though she was aware that Sir Frederic had not
approved of her morning visit to the Legation, since he
had never looked at her, was not disconcerted thereby.
The way Commander Hunter was holding her hand a
little longer than he need when she greeted him was quite
enough to make her feel that she had not the least cause
to be anxious about herself.

" Well, did you bring them for me ?" she looked up
under her broad-brimmed hat to ask demurely.

" I did, indeed," said the Messenger, lighting up that
gay eye of his which had made so many women suppose
they had struck the match. " And what's more, I peeped
inside the parcel Most attractive. I only wish I were a
carefree young diplomat and could see them on."

" Oh, you are a dear, Commander Hunter.    But if
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